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not in a state of grace). From the honeycomb of classrooms as
I passed came the carefully articulated and repeated words of
a dictation, or a timid jumble of Greek, or that most excruciat-
ing of all the many sounds, the breaking of a stick of chalk,
and a finger-nail scraping the blackboard. I stopped outside the
door of the fifth cell, within which a child's voice was reciting
that tale of Florian, I*Enfant et la Sarigue. A very young and
grubby boarder had been sent out into the passage, and, with
his mouth against the window-pane was amusing himself by
making circles of vapour. I asked his name, and he said, 'Jean
Queyries.'
The third floor was filled with a smell of chemicals, but on
the fourth, where the chapel is, a scent of aromatics greeted me.
It was so strong that I halted. I sniffed and I listened. As always,
some young priest was in there, seeking consolation for his
lonely heart by playing on the wheezy old harmonium in the
dark. Next to the Sacristy is the Head-master's study. In-
stinctively I knocked with a crooked forefinger, as I had done,
only a year before, when going to confession. The Superior
uttered a cry of pleasure, took both my hands in his, and looked
me up and down. Of the two of us it was he who had the clear
eyes of the adolescent. I turned away my own less innocent
ones.
The good old man wasted much time on trivialities, but I
could not long keep from letting my friend's name fall between
us. He expressed astonishment at my being without news: he,
himself, had had some recent information from a missionary
who had been to see him on his way back from Senegal. I
learned that Augustin was out there, engaged in bartering bead
necklaces and coloured cotton stuSs for ground-nuts. He had,
from the very first, taken to this trading with a quite extra-
ordinary enthusiasm. The climate, which drives most white